vegetable diet is absolutely necessary for the per-
fect recovery of our health, which has been failing
latterly. The sick and wounded will bless the day
chat sees them out of it. Visions of fresh butter, miIV,
and eggs have been floating before me for the last
three months. What would I give for a dish of
Devonshire cream!5 On the 2nd November Mrs
Soppitt wrote in her journal: 'Mrs Ogilvie gave me a
cup of coffee and a glass of liqueur. Such a treat in
these hard times.' Mr Gubbins noted that Havelock
was looking pale and thin.
All's Bartrum's little boy was growing stronger
even- day, and his mother used to think how happy
his recover}- would have made his father. The child
was not yet two years old, but he had a sad, elderly
look. His chief amusement was calling to the mon-
keys on the roofs, who sometimes came down to
pick up scraps. Like many others Mrs Bartrum was
driven to using 'basin', a preparation of grain which
was ground into a paste with water, in place of soap,
but food was so scarce that sometimes she hardly
knew whether to use the grain to wash with or to
eat.
On the 4th November Charles Dashwood was
sitting sketching in the Residency garden when he
was severely wounded in the feet by a roundshot.
Both legs were amputated below the knee, but the
surgeons held out little hope of his recovery. This
was a cruel blow to Mrs Dashwood, who had come
to rely on her brother-in-law since losing her hus-
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